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gave him protection and peace and a means of living in
those times of trouble, while in Lady Carbery he found his
Muse and directing genius. It was for her that he wrote
his devotional works, the Holy Living and the Holy
Dying; she was a devout listener to his sermons, and
it was at her suggestion that he collected them for
publication.

After Lady Carbery's death, and the death of his own
wife, which occurred at about the same time, Jeremy
Taylor remained for a few years more in his Welsh retire-
ment. He visited London, however, now and then, to
attend to the publication of his books, and made the
acquaintance there of John Evelyn, in whom he found a
devoted friend and generous patron.1 He preached in
secret to little congregations of the anglicans and loyalists
who were now more or less persecuted and in danger ; he
married again ; he was often in financial difficulties and
was more than once imprisoned, but he seems to have
retained some sort of refuge in South Wales until the
death there of two of his children, when he finally left
that remote region for the metropolis. This was in 1657,
and in the following year he accepted, though with some
reluctance, a modest position offered him by another
noble patron, Lord Conway. This position was that of
assistant lecturer at Lisburn in Ulster; and thither
Jeremy Taylor took his family to reside at Portmore,
Lord Conway's residence in Ireland. But he found any-
thing but peace among the Ulster Presbyterians ; he was
persecuted and again imprisoned, but managed to escape
to England in 1660. The Restoration made a great change
in his fortunes, and it seemed as if he were now to enjoy
the legitimate reward of his devotion to the Church and

1 A pathetic note of Jeremy Taylor's to John Evelyn, -written
on the death of a child on July 19, 1656, has been preserved.

' Deare Sir, I am in some little disorder by reason of the death
of a little child of mine, a boy that lately made us very glad : but
now he rejoyces in his little orbe, while we thinke, and sigh, and
long to be as safe as he is/